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One 


Author's Notes: 
Written for Sidewinder, Yuletide 2008 ) 


Taylor holding a dress wasn't anything out of the ordinary - sometimes it bothered Dave just how fucking 
ordinary he found it - but this one looked a little bigger than the usual. And he wasn't holding it in his usual 
"want me to wear this one?" way, more.holding it out. Towards Dave. And he was, like always when he wanted 


something, pouting like a fucking three-year-old. 


Dave just sighed. 


Tay did some goofy fucking things, and the dress fit so perfectly Dave had to wonder exactly what goofy shit 
he'd done to get the measurements. Somehow he doubted there had been any quick checks of his pant size, 


because that would be what a sane person would do. 


I+ looked like the worst "what not to get her", the shit guys bought in the first few seconds of a diamond 
commercial to prove that men can't do a damn thing right. Don't buy her something tight, red, short and 
sparkly, she'll feel like a whore. 


They were apparently onto something, those diamond commercials, and as Dave reached down to brush some 
stray glitter out of his leg hair (Taylor always shaved. You don't think about those things till it's you in the 


dress), he wondered if Taylor picked out the whore dress on purpose. 


Somewhat surprisingly, he couldn't seem to find anobjection anywhere in his mind. 


Objecting would've been stupid Taylor took one look at him, not even long enough Dave was sure he saw the 
dress, and knocked him back on the couch, trying to kiss him like a madman and wrestle his boxers (boxers, 
seriously? If he did this again, different underwear would be necessary) off under the dress at the same time 


- with limited success. 


But he figured it out, and disappointing as it was to have to go a few seconds without kissing Tay the guy 
knew how to make it up to him. If Dave'd known this was what he'd get for shoving his hairy ass into a sparkly 
spandex tube he'd've raided Taylor's wardrobe long ago. Because sure, he knew - knew very, very well - Taylor 
sucked cock like it was his favorite thing on the planet, but he wasn't sure he'd ever been quite this greedy, 
clutching at Dave's thighs and sucking so vigorously if Dave were in a slightly less foggy state of mind he'd 
worry Tay'd start getting internal organs out. 


Worrying would ruin a perfectly spectacular blow job, though, so he just tangled his fingers in Tay's hair and 
let the good (good? fucking awesome, Christ) feelings spread through his veins and muscles and anywhere else 
until he was just one big pile of white-hot "fuck that feels good". 


And then, like he knew exactly how Dave was feeling, like he could feel the pressure building from outside as 
well as Dave could feel it inside, he pulled back just before the breaking point, so close that Dave thought he 
must just be taking a second because no one would be so fucking cruel as to stop that right then But he didn't 
get right back to it the way Dave wished, not even after the (maybe not-so-gentle) tug on his hair, just stood 
up and grinned and started yanking his clothes off. Which, okay, was a reasonable consolation prize, especially 


since naked Tay was as likely to lead to orgasm as any blow job. 


He slid back on the couch with minimal grace, just enough to keep from banging his knee into Dave's painfully- 
hard dick, he slid back on the couch and kissed Dave with the same greed, just as sloppy, and Dave returned it 
with full force as he slid his hand down to jerk Taylor's cock hard and fast. Tay bucked his hips, trying to 
guide the rhythm, and Dave let him, choosing not to be a frustrating tease just this once. He shifted, tried to 
sit up enough to get Tay on his back, but he resisted until it clicked in Dave's mind what the plan was and he 
relaxed, stopped pushing. 


That earned him a fucking goofy grin, and then Tay was off ("Watch your knee watch your knee Jesus Christ, 


Tay"), scrambling around the room in a mad hunt for.lube, probably. Dave shifted, spread his legs, hiked the 
skirt up a little where the bunching fabric was starting to feel just a little too tight. Taylor always looked so 
obscenely hot in drag; from what Dave could see (which wasn't really that much) he just looked kind of stupid. 
But Hell, if Tay liked it enough to make it so completely worth his while, what the Hell did Dave care if he 


looked like a moron, right? 


Couch cushions dipped, cap popped, back to reality and the sexy guy planning on doing obscenely wonderful 
things with him. Slick, blunt fingers pressed against his asshole and Dave took a second to see if he could 
remember the last time he was the one getting fucked (nope) and then Tay's fingers were inside him, probing 
thrusting curling just a little and oh fuck yes. Dave tipped his head back, giving Taylor the perfect angle to 
latch his lips near where Dave's pulse was racing, and groaned, long and low, rolling his hips against those 
impatient fingers. And it was a good fucking thing the lube had been so hard to find, ‘cause if he hadn't had 


that time to calm the Hell down he wouldnt've lasted more than one or two thrusts. 


Not one to wait for what he wanted (not that Dave was, either), Taylor slipped his fingers out fairly quickly 
and took only a second to slick himself up, groaning himself from the sensation. And then he was pushing into 
Dave, so fucking agonizingly slowly Dave could feel every fucking vein, feel Tay's pulse racing the way his own 
was in all the places their skin was touching and fuck he should do this more often. He dug his fingers into 
Taylor's back, tried to keep breathing - and then Tay's hips were against Dave's ass and breathing was more 


of a luxury than a necessity. 


Hard, quick, no fucking rhythm to it and Dave knew Tay was close - even if his movements weren't so jerky 
and uncontrolled his shoulders were so tense Dave worried his fingers would pop the skin like a fucking balloon 
and his breathing was just as shallow as Dave's. And even as Dave thought that fuck there it was and he'd 
forgotten how strange - how good, but how strange - come felt inside him, and Taylor was pulling out before 
he could possibly have started coming down and there was his mouth again and Dave just arched and gasped 
and groaned and let the pressure build until it fucking Aurt and then it broke and Tay swallowed it all, as 
greedy for Dave as he had been at the start. 


The couch was fucking uncomfortable, just a little too worn out, springs just a little too close to the surface, 
and the dress that had felt like it fit was starting to feel way too fucking tight as his body tried to make up 
for those few seconds of not breathing enough, and he was sweaty and sticky and feeling just a little too 
fucking gross - but Taylor crawled up, settled down, smiled another ridiculous goofy-ass smile at him, and 
Dave figured all that uncomfortable shit was a small price to pay for the tangle of limbs and Taylor's hair 
through his fingers as they came down. 


